The Spring that comes before the Spring
And waits while boughs are thin and bare,

A deepened light, a quickening,
Annunciation in the air,

Delights me more, though cold and brief,

Than buds abounding, and the leaf.

And then the silver isles out far
On leaden edge of Eastern seas,

Beneath a dappled sky, which are
Our daily lost Atlantides,

A moment seen, and they are gone.

Bright archipelagos of dawn

Are more to me, and solider,

Than the near hills which never stir.

But would there be this seeking for,
This wistful straining after things:
Islands surmised from lines of shore,

Unless within me there were wings,
Wings that can fly in, and belong
Only to realms revealed by song,
That bring those realms about their nest,
Merging the Seeker and the Quest?

They beat in faintly purple air;

Beneath them rise autumnal trees;
But Autumn's colours usher there

A Spring which is Eternity's,
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